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300:_'r'.¢ht. 19090, by Wezj B. Hampten.

T is seld!;:n that a plot happers in real life.
i Dramatic incidents are plenty, and people
in genera: do not &!stinguirh, yst there is a
vaet differesice.

There is < tale which happened and which
seems io me well-fashioted, yet %ecause 1
was In 18, T may not trust my own judgment, so

I wil! tell the icle srd let it be jvaézed.
It began iz Wash'zgicn whan wy T hilip
was five 7ears o.d: and suck n hendswrse Doy tha*
I found mvss'? corspicucas wt erever T wen‘ with

a4

“him. On a 4cy I hai him in a big shop, in ths

“élevator, golng dowvn. He did not like the plunge
and he cluteled my hand whi'e the maehine sliq,
s1o0pped. and 4=ooped with a »idoous suddenness.

Next to mn =tood 2 very all woman w¥he 2&d
coma in st the fact stop. 1 fadt ber atir as sver -
one looked toward ==, and she bowed har head oz
a Sfowear mizh* band o» its stal: over Philip.

“Tha dear littis sou!!™ she said.

Thea 1 felt a qguick movemez: and heard an
exclamatioe, but I rather expec’ed people to be
startled by the gooua looks of my sor. I rimply
checked off one more perrepr ~f Jiscimination in
my mind, and the Loy and ] 'eft tbe elevator and
Lurrviad 1o our cabk. I prt he youngster in and
ctopped to give the driver ar crder, and at that
roment thers wa: a touch on my arm.

I turmed quickly. Tbere wis tae tall w<r-on of
the eievelar. 1 saw her plamly in this clearer
izkt ard reailzed at once Lhat ste was unocommon.

e was tail beyond ile weasure o women—Ifive
feet eloven inches I ¥new a‘terwards.
not young—I think about sixty y-a:s old—-cad her
hair-w=2a strong silver. Her ey"s were gray -nd
larg=, thete was color [n her checis Lke i gi.l's
bloom. The face war radixnt. And about her

~ war the quality wXich aeseris ‘teelf without asser

but ihis 18 a Fhillp, too.”

' ‘tc that elevator.”

-’L

. ¥ounx and fascmating and delightful. I

~ istinction. She wes unum.stakably “‘some-
1 saw all ithie as i stood at the curbstone, Phil
‘reszarding us earnestly from tre cab.
*I beg your rordon,” she begac. “but I eouldn t
let wour- little &=y get away. It's such a big world
—x might not have found him agzir May T speak
_ to *im?" and she bert toward him. ““Will you
“'l hends =ith me?’ and Philip put out one
hand with friencliness snd pulled his cap over his
left eye with t=e o'her—<arefs] training snd a
" chin elastic batt.ing for the mastery.
A laugh rang cul, which was astonishingly
nsver
a lanzh so spontanecas, excent in childrex.,
turned to me with her eyes dam-in; .
~ “He's a ch>-minr 7ecirson, this son of yours,”
 she #ald aagerly. “And so like! It's 2 miracle!
But 3 hava’t fold you—Ii am unpardonable. You
will forgive an oi4d woman. Her smile would
have made me forg've real things. “The child is
Mr lix» my own boy an he used to be—indeed
- fi's not fa~cy—!t's a resemblance. I saw it in
the ahvuor. and then 7 thought I must have im-
agmned 14, “because Philip is always in my mind.
than I thoughi 1I%'s like having my child
o look at nlm
‘wery glad,”” I told her.

Ei hﬂa followed yov to see And it's a stronger

“And it'z strange,

“Certainly Providence led me
And then, after a second's
: “You musta't think I'm kidnapping you.
‘1 feel as if I couldn’t Jose you and your boy.
Wmi you lat me know you? 1 am Mrs. Ceor-
I live in v!uhlnston. I hope you wil. let
,:'n_'q,n you my son’s pictures nnd prove how ex-
2 Ay yoar son :s liko him. Will you?"
f course I said ves, and in a minute she had my
address. I koew well enough that I was honored
and that I had been talking to a great lady.

“Ne'" she said.

. “Who is Mrs, Gordon?" I asked at dinner that

| J
“Eistory of kber.

- nad el an

nigkt. Thera were t{en people at the :able and
they all happened to hear, and I think seven or
answered with somre variation of “You surely
know.”" And then my host gave me a short

Mre. Gordon was a daughter of Nathaniel Emory
Ilewiit, who had been Governor of Delawsre, Sec-
retary of State, Ambassador to France—sz well.
known The girl had visited in England and
; married young Lord Heringstone, and
2 fews years later he had died, leaving her, peopls
said, not ‘oo unhappy, for apparently he was every-

. t ing. that @ -womsn is well rid of—and with =
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of three or four. A year or two later her

! mnu- kad been made minister to France, and, as

Mrs. Hewltt was dead, she had gons to be at the
tead of his house. She lived there three years,
" and at the end of that time her engszgement was
announced to Admiral Gordon, an Englishman who
had a spfecdid fghting record. i

¢ *How she .did it—that clever woman—I don't
see,” sald Mr. Van Arden. “He had a great posi-
tion. - She et everybody English worth meeting.
: ¥ was glad to be 2t home the next afiernoon
when Mrs. Gordon came. While Philip explained
~ the puppy ia detail I watched the traneoarent, ex-
 pressive fate; a face more filled with youth thaa
_meny of eighteen yea:s.

I see,” she consulted with Phil earneetly, “‘the
puppy can Fun faster because he has four legs and
you have oniy two. Bat he hasu't any hands at
ull, or arms. Will you bring this charmiug per-
son to lunch or Thu:sday?" she demanded with an

toipunisiveness like A summer hreeze, as unexpeacted
as welcome, Of course, we accépiled the Iuvitation
for Thursday.

“On Thursday, in the lacge houss where she 'ved,
it appesared 1o me that.the rooms were filled with
pictures of ay boy. It wu odd 1o see him l-oking
. at ‘me from so many sirapge cozae~s-—Philip as a

as = toddler of two, ns a strapoing, sjoare
. men of four, and again, with Lis lags degitning to
lengtheu, just as be was now—only all in unknown
clothes. It was strangest to seée nim grown older
-—Jiké a picphecy-—-at seven and nine and Aftecn
anfd (wenty, a solendid broad-shouldered routh
& kis promise of beguty. The pictures cul-
pated in tho strong face, sitill with my lad’'s
eyes, of Lord Feringstone at thirty-five, a good
face, which explained his mother's light-hecarted-
negs. The son has inherited from: the right side;
she wes saulsficd with bhim.
. J looked at one likensss atter apether, and saw,

. she showed them to mec, that this sea was the

oue of Ler life. It uRreasonable

& weman IWie this should =c¢ Jife with-
2 genuine Isve affajr. The first Wmarriage —ust
Deen simply Lwo stages, delusion apd disap-
t, the second mirht havg hLeem conveni-

m or ambition—cven suﬂcﬁm—glnhin; bas

i w froga Lis coat and ents

whes he had been extracted, lumpy and
ng, stalkea
table where zlcoc a palnting em ivery of a
he regardec it 'ar“h caruesincegs, and M.r-.
and I waited. “That's me.” he deciied.
Ltorned— the question brin:, wewled—Iic cxam-
# the Jfoom.

S Doa*: ztor himw—Ilel him do whasi k* chccars.
s I Jon't want him 1o be coreful. 3} n'L cars
¢ he breaks”—she “hrew a: me, ae 1 ried o0
3 priceless vests and carved pillara eut of Flor-
#'ne churches, atd cobweb old embrcide:iss,
‘tod stumbMugs fingers. ‘“‘It's & gift out of
en Lo see Sim. 1t's throwing off tRirty years.

‘v

She was -

By

LTe yvou too young a woman to imiginz how that
grems to a woman?”

She was down cn her knees by the boy wi.h an
arm about his = _‘ta-linened fig.r-.

“Philip—Iliéten. I've lost mv boy. FH=» a‘'rcss
the ocewn, and I can’'t have him all the tige. Will
yvou come :ften a:d let me Lietend you're my boy?
And ‘whecever mother !l coue we'll like that
better. Wili you?"

Philip looked striight in Ler ey+e, cornstderine.
“Yesh, I will,” he said at length. Ilis fat hand
weat up slowly, f<r he "‘#as a deliberate lad always,
to her cheek *“I rovesi you,"' he said.

"NVhen he c«=e out crumpled r.om M:s. Gordon's
armms she “ifted her face and her cyes were dim.
Buy Philtp had ao sen!imenc.

“Mother told ine not to mush my >Slouch.”
seproached her

i got to be a ‘amilicr event to e PLLUE driv-
ng ouff behind Mrs Gordon’s horses, some:imes
decorously iaside w.th h s nur=e, but oftener asso-
ciativg with tle liveried gentlemen on the bex—
whicn he zrefs.ted. Tke beautiful woman's af-
fection was wide enough to take me in, so that
ofter I wea" wi.h him, yet she certainly was hap-
piesl wilea she had him alone. More thaen once [
met my ~mall person Jdriving In the city, with hia
:oster-mother, and received, iIf he happened to be
cazcerned with the horses, a preoccup.ed salute 1t
was so that affairs went on for three ycars, the tie
becoming closer, until Mrs. Gordon counted for
Lnlmh. in my life, and Philip af lehs$t for mucl iu

ers.

Two years after the eacounter in' the elevatow
Philip and  went to her one day for lunch. 1 sat
at “~e piano, playing, after the meal, when through
the chords I heéard a crash, and 1 whirled toward
where 1 had last seen Philip. for his freedom here

he

“PHILI?, LISTEN.

-

was so insisted upon ihat I was always alert. Tle
stood by a cabinel whose glass door he had opened;
a dagger set with jewels was in his Land, and on
the floor lay a vase or :oving-cup, with ¢ hree gold
handles, broken. It had stood in the cabicct, and
he had knocked it over in-reaching for tae knife.
- l"_(.)h, Phil!™ I gasped. “1 toll;you io ba care-
u

But Mrs. Gordor had flown to him. “You
=ustn't scold Philip,"” she objdcied. *‘It was my
fault. I told him he could open any of the cabi-
nets. He never coes till he asks, and 1 trust him.
I trust him as much as every We all have acci-
depts; i+ isn't his fauit.”

The lad stood, nis blond nead white against the
dark curtains, the knife in hic hand, at kis feet
the broken bright china, the gold handles glit-
tering. He g.ared at me with wide cyes. 1 see
ihe picture whenever I think of that day, and into
{’t sweeps a radiant, till presence protecting :za3

oy.

“I'm s=o aony“ I gasped again. *“I can't tell
you Lhow sorry—it’s such a lovely cup.”

“Pon’t be sorry,” she said, and then I gaw her
look: ‘down at the piece=, and I saw her face change.

“Oh!*™ I cried. *“1It's e=w==thing you cars for s
creat deal!™

The big, dusky room was silent:r Mrs. Gordon
stood with Philip‘s yellow heald against the long,
black liners of ber figure; ker eyes did not 1ift
from the wreckage. "“Yes' she szid, ‘I do ea-o
‘or it.”" “ihen tlLe lovely gray ej)es flaaked up,
ind she smiled as winle-hearted! as sunlight.

et it slo0d fus cam’t Lo luss " ghe said. “It's
only b-cken chirs—It's only a sign—Thiliy is a
real ‘King.”” E&he Leit and Wissed hia hai-. “Ccumne,
hiddi=, weil p'2x up the scrars’ In # momex-
abe Liad them on a table by & wind:w, while *):%1
&od T bovsred anxiously.

it wes 2 on:fous ‘king—a Jorge loving--<p, of
Sevres chiaa, with thres handles of Eastern leod-
ing, ‘ery yellow gold. Acrre. 0z: side of it
sprawled in orange color a twe-Leaded dragon-

 hea:

T A

aiove th!'s wae a crown, and on either ride of rLhe
crown a flevr-2¢-1:o. The painting was Jone in
strzll*sz-es as if tattooed into the ch/ma. Mrs.
Gordon's fngers fizted tne pieces tos-ther, and 1
watched. guietly, my a~m around gui'ty Philip.

*“It “4n be put i<gether; it's only taree pleces
nnd a ‘'og,"” the dosided. “Doa't lock so tragi..
Philip \'..ll Le afraid =f me. You mastn’: be
rrightsl Zhilip,"”” sha begzed him And then,
1 shael IH'\Q mv cup better than before, becauss
it will 2aake 1ce nink of my American boy."”

“That asc<ent has brought back a great deal'
che exid. ““Things :hat I Jike to remember, that
I ¢o remember al.-cys, yet which stir me too much
‘or everyc:y :.ving when they come vividly, a= o-
day. I've never :cld anyone.” sae went on, ‘“‘acd
today I feel as !f I wanted to.” 1T lept very still,
Lat ihe knew that she had my whole intereat

“Would you like o Lhave me itell rou a s
che aosked, Tesitai:ng.

*Would 127"

‘Iv's a very personal story—about myself :n
my young daye. Maybe it isn't so d:amatic as 2
think it; maybe you wouldn't be intecested ™

“I'd love it, I'd love it,”" I said eagerly, and “he
great Iight eves smiled. -

“it’'s just the day,” she coasidered. ""Snow
outs'de. fire inside, plenty of lazy time, and tae
lad over there to make me feel as ‘I I were livias
ft over. My Philip wus his ade. It was when [
was with my father in Parls, thirty years ago, when
¥You were a baby. Of course I mel everybody— my
father was our Minister to France—and one -f
the firet people I met was the Duc d- --, No.”
She pulled herself up. “I  won't tell yos his
name,  You'd kEnow {t, and I would='t be 1§ free
to tell the rest. 1've said his title--I'm a ga-ral.
ous old person—so we'll just ~all him the Duke.”

1y?”

I'VE LOST X7 307"

She droew 2 breath and clacped har lon
aehind her nead. s Rt lons Sacoe

“It's strange tc be talking aba:t aim."” she in-
terrupied hergelf. *'I've never done 1t. 1le was
the only man In the world. I never saw anvbody
like bimi. He was everything—clever, gobd, beau-
‘?lfl;l——" She stopprd and gzlanced at me and
-aughed. “You'll think I'm a silly old person;
but you know evervbody has a2 love aficir once,
=nd inine missed the corveatinaal ending., I zever
<ot over it.

“He had plenty of faults,” she wont on,
there was no_jfault in him to me.
strong and quick-tempered and hkeiv to do somc-
thing irrevocable at secznd's notice. Ba* solf-
forgetting always Lo absurdity—it was nst in him
to be =mall. It was perhaps his Fbigness of sll
smls which seemed so perfcet to m--— I'm so his
in one way 1=ysell. I ke bai livea L n.0ald ev)
b&:p a great man.

“You a.e too young te remember,” she went
on, “het it was at a confus+d time in French his-
tory, after the war with Cersany. The reputlic
was sirugglicsg to 1:2 fe-t and thire were factions
orsan.:cd reacy to push it ove:. The Bonapartists
rop~' to get back to power; the Orleanists waited
w1'hk the Count of Faris ready to seize the throne:
thke Legs timists bad the 1».¢ of Chambord at the'r
.he undercurr-nt ot French pelitics was a
whir'pool., He wa=s » warm friend c¢r the Iresident.
Fis lile was 2n obstacle in the Wy of 2 facticn, and
I trembled; but he laughed. His saf=ty wis the
lart thing ke worried aboui. Yet—" ghe stoppel.
‘Tha: csaes later. 1T musin’t juinble things.

“Wwell, my Jdesr, ha eared for me, He had dim-
eLl'y in making me beiisve il; bur zlout 1av own
feeling I neier Lad any dutbl. ITe was instantly,
as he has zlways stayesd, the only m=man in the
wn-ld. I had never—"'

Ske =% pped ard v isiger«d, and turced her great
cyes ¢ me.

*I had nez.r bea: ir love ™
ic1® mia to think waat T migh*,

T%=12 sha was sient 111l 1 %ega™: te b alr id sa

“but

s8ie weal on, aad

have all along.

He was head-

Mary Raym=>nd Shipman Andretws

would not tal me any more After a long minute

I ventur:d to sgeal.

“But.”" I began, ‘“‘some.Zing hagssned.’

“tHe ned th:s xade for me " she sail, and she
put the o-ance draron’s dbrokez back togeth-r. “It
was like a 12't-o dzne «n his arun when he was a
youngeser 1n Japsa, H2 wept the. e on a war shig,
and he :nd =he other boy ofiicers got thamselves
tatlzo-d. He slowed it {o me. F.e ralled up his

z.eevag rowlazx on a iske at & coun.ry place, and I
waa fascinated. It was the fnt tattoo 1 had ever
seen. I asked to cee it rnce afier. Then at a
treasxfast in the coun:iry, cutside of Paris. which
I'e pa’e for my father, .y wira_v:as put a ‘his
He rad had :t made ai Jic Sevres manwiwnstory---
the tattoo dupiicated. The aardles «eve taken
from an old Japaaese eLy. Toua see 1t s curionsg
gold.” She zriled at the «}-;.gran rem’ziscentl,,
her thouaghts far from me. ‘How astonnhod 3
sss! T thous:t rcimply tkat v wins glass had
ke:in Zargoiten; zrnd then a foolawas placed ihis
huge thing before me with a f~arish. 1 rersem-
b=z how my rather leughed &nd how the Frernch
servan's slood emiling &t me from a corcar as I
locked up. And ithe bank of viclets on the tuble
—and the Tees and he =wnhisht outsige—woring
in France! I remember it lize yes~erday.” 1 Lept
very atill.

"*1hat was in the brightes: tin-;, before wo-as
Yad crystallized what we felt It was as brignt
znd ar ecvanescent them as a rainbow, lizght and
brigziness and color—and not cither right or
wro~g. because unsaid and vndefined. That was
my happiest time. Afterward, when he used all
his strength to make me marry him; where he won
over my father to help him, it was hard. My fo-
the» thought I ought to marry him,". she spoke a=
if to herself. -

“But you did adt,”” I bursi forth.
ycu not?’”

Mrs® Gordon's gray eyes lurned on me. “How
could I"" the asked. °I was engaged io tre Ad-
munal.*”

1 was too wager now to be afraid. “To the Ad-
miral!" I gaspcd. *“'Then?”

“Yeu. He was off on a cruise—two ycars. We
were to be married when he came home. It was
not known because of his absence.”

"But,"” I protested, “how could you stop for tkat?
You weren't in love with the Adnfiral—you were
with Lhe Duke. It meant his happiness and yours
-——you two, young and full of vitality against an old

“How couid

, wan perhaps not capable of intense happiness., It

meant giving up a great thing for a small one.”
“Oh, no; oh no, it didn't.” = The veautiful face
showed no anger, but impetuous dissent. "It meant
liolding to the gresiest thing, ihat I should keep
my word. No real happiness comes from sacrific-
ing others. Ang if it did, what is honor for If not
to lead us through thick and thin? If we might
step aside from the Tarrow road wher we saw joy
shining down aunother what would faith -mean, how
would my boy walk in ithe parh if mv Jootsteps
weren’t there? You see] my dear,” her jull tones
rTushed on as il saving .words many times thought,
and her face was lighted as if by fire. “Youn sea
it's n mountain climbing affair for everybody, the
road of perfect honor, and each woman owes it to
her own soul, and to all the other souls of the
world, that her footprints should widen the path
a little and level it a little. I had promised the
Admiral at a t!me when I thought nothing but my
boy would ever matter. 1 did love him—he knew
hecw—and he was satisfied.
lonely and he trusted to Philip and me to bring
into it at the end the good ihings that other men

1 sighed, -convinced perhaps, but unreconciled.
‘It may nave bheen right,”” I said: "'but I wouldn't
have done it—ever. 1 think you're one of the
martyrs.”

“Hardly,” sho aznswered; c&nd_ then ““There are
p:enty of people 1aore unhappy than the martyrs.

“But I want o tell you the rest. The Admiral
cnme back and I married him and went away from
Faris. Sometimes I was in England, sometimes in
AMerica—all over the world. He was Governor
of Jamaica at the last and he died there ten years
ago.

Her eyes wandered contentedly to the last pie-
fure of Lord ileringstcne on her desk. “1've never
felt that I made a mistake,” fhe said.

“But,” 1 began, “did you never see him zgain—
the Only Man? You spoke as if ke were dead.”

“Yes,” she sald. "I saw him once, in London.
The Admiral met him at a club and brought him
fo dinner. We were dining alone, and in the
cyvening my husband had ar engagement and left
us. Phiilp was there at fiist— he was ¢leven—but
he went off to bed, &end he znd I were alone to-
gether. There wasn't a word spoken except com-
monplace il Just as he went.

“*Gond-bye,” he #aid, and he did not touch my
hand:; but we looked slmost on a level as ve were.

“*It's the Ilast {ime :In this world,” ke eaid
calmly. ;

**No." 1 threw at kim, and he laughed because
I was vehement. ®But 1 dislixed having him speak
s0. “"We'll sometimmes meet—you're likely to be
In Loadon with your--with the Prince. And I'm
likely te be hare.

“"His eyebrows drew together and he looked hard
2t me.

“*[ may not be here. Things mzy happen,” he
reil]l theughtfully. ‘I've donz'my work. So, if I
Grop oui und leave not o ripple—" He saw that
he was t-aring my soul.

“S8uddenly he threw out his hands with a zes-
ture I xnew. ‘This life iz not peasible.  To leave
it is beat." As if he weighed each word he went
on. ‘As long as we have personalilies w¢ be'ong
to each other. Since you will have us zpart in
this world I await znother.” ¥e gzve me no chance
to anawer.  instantly, auietly, = gaid good->y and
was gone, ¥ never gaw him =z2gain; no one ever
saw him again."”

When she did not speak I zs%ed,
pened®”

““No ore ever knew. It's supposed he was agsas-
tinated that night. The papers rang with his dis-
sppearance for days. There was a slrong party in
Loundoen. of thoze whom heé called: ‘the others,” aad

*“What hap-

he had grewn =o powerful that they saw in him

their weorst menace. Such a fi.ction Las always
men ready to do murder. What he said secemed a
premorition of thal; it must have been that., He
wou'ld oot tave tsken his own hife.”

“Hn%. hore'tle!” 1 murmured, and then “How
wonderiul ¥du are! You radiace keppinese anvd
¥e* jou have that Lla-k stadow—"" Ele turaed on
me. - .

**Shadow?" she repeated. *No, sunlight, bright-
ness. You don't appreciate. It enough for a
e, No wcader I've been hajp;y.

Suddenly her mammer had finsted infto every-
day. Ere wus oa her feet and geer.ng into the
streel, diin wit}l fast fallinz snow.

A year Iater than this afternoon in February,
Mrs. Cordou, her =.n and his wife and their one
rhild were drowned in & fhipvi«r which eveiy-
oze will remember, ou> of ‘he wost whole..'le acci-
dexts of these day+ of horribie accidentc—the thip-
=xrarF ¢f a hkuge tr:ns Atlartic liner. Tvo Lon-
dred lives were loat and sevsr.l fan.’lles Loesidles
thiz wne, woese Irss tooched me s closely, were
wired o1t. We frund son= r--wthz later tha-
Mre. Gorden heé rememw-r-d iftile PLilip in her
='il and at 12 22nie t Me tlore cam= (0 me from
tar la=~ye:e a bo« wrich, when opene’, I found ilc
held that Se~recs loving cup, (he text of the s=torv
of the snc~: af'ernoon, which . kave tried to {ell.
" Notvlinz she cou'l h.=s g:en me vconld hara
seeired 37 ke th= {ou .h of her ha:d as this

Hig life had been

As the bov had bienglkt us togethsar, 80 it wos
e who happened l!ast suramer on tae answer tu
my cuestion ajcui tze Truk=z. ‘“What happenes?*
I had assged ber. And ehe bad avswered, “Noy
one ever knew - "

Through & hilip I know.
afield in gressing beioru | ghicesad LIt 2 hermit
morx of the Cz2uadian forests would give e,
withe st a wo1d spoxen, a fuii suswer to tbat gues-
ticn, “%aat happened?’”

It capm.e obout ia tkis way: The boy, new
elcw=n, and I; went together last summer to Can-
ada. H‘s fztler was 10 join us liter at Lohe 8t
Jebn, but in thz meantic-e-w- weora dotng Mon-
ireal a-.d Qu-hoe together ti1l nl I2st one morring
we -obled dowr the precirice roads of Qu:bee in
a caleche, to «ise a train’for Joberval.® Tle lit-
tle. stati-a was fill=? witF-wéluble French-Cana-
eirrs. We arrive# isto snch a rish and bastle as
the Cent:z1 swtation in New York never achieves.
Zudaenly he caught 1ay hand. “LoJok, mother,
tte wonderful prinst.”

f glanced up, startled, siralght irto tie wsd.eh'
psecnea blue eyes of o :all man clogse to ma—-Es
prrest.  Jrut he did noc notice me. ZI= wps star-
iag «t Pliap as if astounded by the child’s face.
Ine look Cashed swiftly to me and then §t calmed
ta jadiffercncs. T knew this striking acd picinr- .
esque visio: to be a monk of La Trappe, probhaliy
from th= mocastery which stands like & icnely
sentinel beyond the ferigcest edee @i civilizution,
far bevond Lake St. Jcina, down the wid river
Iistassici. g

Again tke monk pasged. Anywhess, In any
dress, the maa »ould have been remarkasle. His
wlite gown flapped abort his angles a foot balow
tne long black cape, and hie big Sguye scwung ﬂoni:z
with a vigor which made one think of soldiers ass
figkting more than of monks and monavteries. Hs
carried his big, sauare head, as the iaving is, ke &
Prince. Yet the blue eyes were furtive with ehy-
ness, ltke the eyes of a wild thing anused to
ple.  Tu was impossibla to guess his age. He m
have becen anywhere :rom forty to seventy,

In a rew scconds he disappesred; but when at
the last moincnt beforesthe train started om its
rattilng way weo went to our s+ats ‘n the tumbb-
down parlor car, Lotheof us were cnchanted to find
him seated in n chair acrpss . from our own. His
strong, square-jawed face was impenetrable, his
eyes were flxed on a bonk ‘'of prayers, but as we
settled ourselves he suddeniy lifted them and
opeuned them wide on Philip and smiled a smile’
which transfigsured his whole look with gentle- *
ness. I caught my breath in astonishment, for it
seemed to reveal an individuality intense bexond
:ay experience. The child turned to me in wonder.

The =ars bumped along, croeping up mo :
through untoached forests, and past wil Iakes,
only thread which ties the ancient French utﬂe—
inent of Roberval to the fivilized world. As they
bumped I tried not to stare at the splendid statue
of black and white which sat opposite, motionless, v,.
withdrawn. A big yellow ,topaz ring which he
wore drew my eyes ljke q.r agnet. Whatever I
tried to do I found my ing at the m'n
Whyr should he wear a ring, I ‘wondered. His
hardly lifted from his prayer book for an huu.r 3y
for {wo houre, but all at once he seemed to

restless, and he picked up a folder of the rai !-oa&‘~' -

I¥ing by bim and read it here and there, and
crop:ped it apd sighad, and went back to his prayer
wook. Then he slopped reading and stared from
the "'ndo- his massive face set into sad lines, the
blue, <lear eyes gazing unseeingly at depths of
dark roreltl and steep mountains. What menro-
ries, 1 wondered, lay back of the face which had ,1-
softenad so extraordirarily to smile at Philip. I
recalled the account T had read of the Trappist b
monks, the most forbldding of all” brotherhoods, i.'- 4
how they may never speak even to one another, -
except with the grim greeting, “remember death™;
how they dig a part of their own graves every day.

1 shivered as I thought of thm' and other grne-
zome details.

Meanwhile the mork had gone back to the tolﬂ-
er; he read it restlessly ‘for half a ‘page and
tossed it from kim.; It was eyident that he was
in dire need of fbmething that might help him to
kill hig thougatis., An impulse too guick for rea-
son made me do a“tking which I could not have
done in col? blood. A magazine lay cnder -m! 20
kand #2nd I held it to him .\

“Won't you have this?"” I azked.

His eyes flasped to inine surprised, and them the
wonderful sitile changed the stern face sgain ut-
terly. He was ex his feet, and maldnl ms & "'l
courtly Bow us he tooi it; no word, but the smile
and the nction were !Mke words, and in t‘o min-
utes he was devouring the :pagu ifke a starved
man; it was as If an Earth citizen exiled o m .
chould have thg first news from his world.
le read, the jozzling car tossed the folder at my
feet, and I picked it up. It was an advertisamant
for the Queber & Iake St. Johc Rallway, -
gave plctures and descriptions of places to he
reached by that road. Turaing the page B elﬂh
o2 an ncounl of {ke Ia Trappe monfstery on
Mislass!=; River. I read it: it was bare unouﬂ.__
yet Tall of skenificance, ag 1-'saw the hem of the
white gown epposite; apd’facing the text, run-
ning Jengihwinse of the page, was a picture.: -I'.
shifted the leaf and saw a group of white-robed’
men; and in the center, the only onoc deated, iu_
the priest, who sat acrdss the car reading my
raagazine. There was no misisking the %=ce or
figure, and ﬂn hﬁls hanpd lf::m couid mmphtnbmm
in the small photogra the great w
nder the piciure I -e‘;d *“Tke Abboii and Monks
of the La Trappe Convent on the Mistassinl™ My
monk was the Abbotl . TG

In the meantime Ph!'!p was being a great mai-
sance. We were in the last car: and ke insisted, -
with the winning and plausible manser which
often quiets my reacor, that tho back plaiform: was
the only part of ilhe “train really fitted (o carey
him. Pleading with him fo be carefui, 1 weaki¥
th. him go there. The door wae opan. &

3:im closely and he held to the rail 25 he promi=sec,
set I was not comfortable. = All this the ALbo
knew—he did aot iook up,, xe.i. I knew be kunew it
The car bovaced on an (-pec:al toulder. and L
lifted his head sharply, and threw 2 giance af the
boy, clingirg nchanted outside; then he lmhli
cgquasely over me and shceok his head. 7T 200
have ordered tbn youngster in, bat T did not
orely amiled gra-efuilly and =ent cuy, and saw that
Philip vas stecdy a:d bracxd with toth lienils and
deeidel that he waz ga'e, so 1 went bask to tin
folder, and m: conjectrres as to wiz thie *“‘won-
derful priest’” mirht Lave been. Ten wmioules
later the irzin bezan {0 zlow “—-»n heaviiy far a
station. Then it backed, bumping h-wrder. I raw
the monF put down the magaxine a-d so to tis
open door of the car where the boy =i. o.'.l. I saw
LEim ley his hand on the lizht h=l; zwae I B
Philip look up ang say o ward in Jils 13 h <ile ezl
and the Abbott smiled bpck and sheak sis pesd
with closed lips. Then s¢Sd miv, 58 if in o ples,

i caw him eateh the bos ' in *:~ swrme 2= hnr! 'm
bacitwoid into (e ] ossame: 1he Rt trEin BRCOK
and slid as our car pluaged agab .ﬁ gy Linaa od-
stacle, end a fiying naoee of hln e asd swhire shot
thiourh tae air froin the pl tioral

i- weg oLly five riruiles. hut i-
F=fore the car =:opped »2d I wa-
treck by ite man who Tad ofierod Vs I'fe Tory my
b-y'E.
er dead, o1 krolen, or merely scupged ! coold npt
t2l.. Blazlk reoba £17 white M=z m from ‘ons
=.oulder, and on the greal arm lm ent, bared,
was taltoo»d an orauyze dragon, shoe; It 2
crown and yellow fHeur-da-ivs. o

e auesl gn hounr

I ¢aon!d bave gzone lar -

kieeling in ths -

The 3:lencid figv.e lay 1hsr» guist, wheti-



